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-2004, late summer 


Viv had been home in Belfast when he got a voice mail from Joe asking him to come stay at his new home in 
Stepaside for a few days. Based on the din of talking and laughing in the background, Viv assumed that Joe had 
called from outside a party or a pub. Strange. Why now? 


He returned the call the next morning. Late morning. Still, Joe croaked like he'd just woke, clearing his throat 


several times. 


"Am | being sacked?" Viv asked as soon as the standard pleasantries had been exchanged. He needed to make 
sure. If so, that could just as easily be handled over the phone, sparing him the expense and hassle of travel, 


not to mention the greater emotional fallout. 


"Wot?! No, of course not!" Joe sounded genuinely shocked. "We want you." Somehow that sounded like a Freudian 


slip. "In the band." 


Speaking of.. "So where are the rest of them? Are they coming, too?" Viv was going to have to bring a shovel 


soon, as deep in it he was verbally stepping. "To your house." 
"Er." Apparently Joe had also picked up on the undercurrent. "| can invite them, if you like." 


"Well.. you needn't," Viv decided, knowing he still had a job even with no tour that year. It would have been 
awkward as fuck to arrive as a house guest only to be told his time was up. With this lot, he'd bear them no 
ill will. They'd always treated him well. Fairly. And they all got on. Old memories he didn't want to dwell on had 


risen unbidden, and he pushed them down. 


Wouldn't have been the first time, Viv reflected as he went out back for a bit of green grass. For years now, 
Phil had been ‘suggesting’ that he give up his vices and go vegan. Viv had shrugged it off. Now, he might need 
to reassess his karma to determine if a lifestyle change was in order. But first, he'd see what Joe wanted, if 


not to replace him. 


Airport security being the nightmare it had become, Viv decided to drive down. He programmed his GPS and 
double-checked that he had a recent fold-out paper map. Back-up, ingrained from a young age. He made good 
time on the MI and found the village of Stepaside with no problem. From there, things got a little dicy thanks 
to all the new construction, so Viv retraced his route back to the local convenience store and called Joe for 


directions. No point fucking around and ending up lost in the dark on a country road. 


‘Its a bit tricky. Why don't | drive over and we can have dinner at a pub. There's a few that'll do. Then you 


can follow me home," suggested Joe, on the other end of the mobile. 


Viv agreed, although he still was going to be clueless as to the location of Joe's place since itd be past dark by 
the time they were likely to finish a meal. Damn, he should have spoken up and asked for take-away. The food 
was good; he indulged in fish and chips. While Phil hadn't succeeded in turning him into a health nut yet, deep- 
fried was getting to be a bad idea for a man his age. He'd been right about the sky fading to blue-black with a 
few pink and lavender tinges left in the west, but followed Joe's taillights around some windy roads and then 


down what turned out to be a long driveway. 


At the house, Joe showed Viv to where he'd be staying. The room seemed comfortable enough at first glance 
and Viv dropped off his one suitcase but kept the guitar, his Goldtop in its hard-shell case, in hand for later. 


The tour of the inside of the house followed. The ‘quick peek’ at the studio turned into more than two hours, 
and that was after Joe professing he was tired from moving things around in it all day. It was still a mess, the 


one area of the house that wasn't all tidy and organized. Joe's housekeeper must have an iron hand. 


Viv was also impressed with the kitchen, which was huge to his standards with completely modern appliances. 
He wondered if Joe planned to feed a small army out of it. Maybe so, if the band, their techs, and the support 
staff all moved in for a while once the studio was fully operational. One area Joe didn't show him was his own 
room or rooms, he just sort of waved his arm at the hallway through an archway beyond one of the living 
room-type spaces, saying, "I live down that corridor, enter at your own risk" Not so sure what to make of 


that or the wink that followed, picking up the cue, Viv just mm-hm’ed and chuckled. 


Breakfast was toast and dry cereal. And coffee. Both of them had developed a raging caffeine addiction their 


first times in the US. Joe offered that or tea, and it was not even a question 


They spent most of that day in the studio. Supposedly, this was the reason for Joe's purchase of this 
particular house - enough extra room with sufficient isolation and able to handle the electrical power 
requirements. Joe told him in passing that the village counsel was already complaining that all the new interest 
in their area was putting a strain on the infrastructure. Viv nodded. "That's what happens when a famous rock 


star takes up residence," he quipped. 

Joe pshawed, but looked altogether too pleased. 

"They could have their own merch, to raise funding," Viv went on. "You know the fanbase. People from all over 
the world would order it. ‘Stepaside, walk this way'.." Though he'd played it thousands of times and could ham it 
up as well as any, he'd never liked the song he was referencing. Probably the only person on the planet. There 

were so many songs out there that had excellent hooks and god-awful - and not deliberately - words. It was 


one of them. Viv smirked at his own cleverness. He rarely had an opportunity to take a jab at Joe. 


Looking up from the mixing board where he'd just sat down, Joe groaned. “Sorry, mate. That one's been 


proposed already. It's a no-go. Issues with the label and copyrighting.” 

"Aren't you the label?" Viv narrowed his eyes. "We - or you - could get a cut, too." 

"Well. hm. Dunno if | could let anyone use that song for their own purposes. It's my favorite." 

Viv snorted. "A hundred thousand strippers have already used it for their own purposes.” 

"Exactly." Joe flipped his eyebrows. For just a second, he looked.. if he didn't know better, Viv would have said 
horny. Before he could analyze it or back up and probably trip over one of the pieces of Very Important gear 
laying around everywhere, Joe continued, "Food for thought.. put a pin in it. Anyway, plug your guitar in and 


look at this reverb with me, would ya? It sounds like shit and | have a couple of songs | wanted to demo." 


They didn't record anything so much as play and futz around with the sound, testing the board and multiple 


effects. On stage, Joe mostly stuck to acoustic strumming. Any time the entire band was present, the 
frontman let his co-lead guitarists handle their respective parts as well as additional tracks on albums; there 
were often four or more guitar parts in any given song, and they sorted it out later who played what, live. Viv 
was surprised to find Joe could play better than he thought. They ran through song after song from their 
young years, some more recent, in the name of tweaking effects. 


Eventually, when he set his guitar on a spare stand and stretched to crack his back, Viv's stomach growled. He 


looked up at his phone.. they'd spent over seven hours in there and it had only seemed like one or two. 


"Back to the present, courtesy of your belly," Joe laughed. He too stretched if a little gingerly and announced 


he'd cook them dinner. 
"You cook?!" Viv blurted. 


"Well, only very manly foods like steak and potatoes, and | can do a good traditional fry-up for breakfast.” He 
was obviously looking for approval. And, damn, it was disconcerting as hell but lasted only a moment, how Joe 
used his personal magnetism to all but demand it. For a moment, Viv thought maybe the acknowledgment of 


hunger meant something else. 


Or not. The signal he thought he'd sensed switched off as fast as on It wasn't really tangible, just.. the angles 
of Joe's face shadowing differently or something. Maybe it was just about food. Viv agreed to home cooking 
with a nod. "Sounds like cholesterol overload but | don't care! Feed me!" Now that he was aware he was hungry, 
it felt like his stomach was going to gnaw its way out. 


"Yes, yes. Come along to the kitchen and you can watch me slave over a hot stove." 


As promised, the meal was simple but delicious - and filling. They ate at the kitchen table, same as at 
breakfast, carrying on the bits and pieces of shop-talk from earlier. 


At twilight, they sat on the back deck, beers in hand. It was too fancy to be called a deck or a porch, really, 
maybe a portico, made of marble with a balustrade of the same stone most of the way around. Very grand. 
Midway, steps of more stone led down to the lawns, which were was too grandiose to be called a garden, Viv 
decided. Nor could he imagine Joe, or any of his bandmates, doing the groundskeeping. Not these days. It wasn't 
that they were scared of hard work. Just different kinds of work 


Such a place as Joe's was too posh for Viv's tastes, let alone his bank account. He knew the British Lepps had 
come from working class, same as he had. Yet there was some limit, since Joe had bought a house here 
Ireland instead of his own England, ostensibly to avoid the income taxes. Feeling a little out of place again and 


not knowing why, Viv downed the remainder of the beer in his hand. 


The night before, when Joe had shown Viv to his guest room, he got the sense that wing of the house wasn't 
often used. Odd that Joe accompanied him there again now, although Viv couldn't really tell a man what to do in 


his own house. There was something incomplete in the awkward hug. At the last second before Viv turned 


away, Joe bent down to kiss him on the mouth. Viv froze, unsure of how to respond. Warm lips, rasp of 
stubble on his chin, the slightest flick of tongue there and gone again. Joe must have read the confusion in his 
eyes. Tipping his chin up, Joe backed off and said his Good Night, leaving Viv both confused and aroused. He let 
out his breath and deflated. "Good night," he called belatedly. Joe had already gone around a corner, but he 


reappeared for a second, waved with a goofy expression on his face, and wandered off again. 


Well, no point in standing around in the empty hallway like a dumb arse. Viv entered the bedroom, really more 
of a suite, and spent a few restless minutes arranging and rearranging his clothes and things. Sure they were 
both kind of drunk, but not to the level either were capable of, when hijinx were likely. The things they did on 
tour, that was all fine, fun tomfoolery often involving mass quantities of alcohol or adrenaline and some stupid 
bet or dare. Viv was reasonably sure they'd kissed before but never in private with any intent. As far as Viv 
knew, Joe was straight. And as far as Viv knew, he was straight, too. Mostly. 


Maybe he checked out other blokes from time to time. Even took a few to bed, back in the day, although ‘bed 
was debatable, considering it had always been a fumble with hands or a blowjob and nothing more. There were 
a lot of attractive musicians in rock and metal. Some of them were even talented. The one time it had gone 


over what Vivian thought of as ‘the line’, he'd never looked back, and never thought about it. Or, tried not to. 


Dammit, why now? 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 

Dear recipient: sorry for such a long delay in updating! Also, there will be at least | but possibly 2 more 
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FYI - this is the Joe Elliott version of romantic here. ;) 
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another shot at it. 
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After a couple hours of deep sleep, Viv awoke abruptly, disoriented for a second by the unfamiliar room. It 
wasn't dreams disturbing him, but the sudden feeling of expectation. He didn't know if it was Joe's expectations 
of him, or the reverse, or if he even wanted it. He tossed and turned, seriously considering sneaking out of the 
house and driving away. But that was the coward's way out, and he couldn't stomach the thought of being 
that sort of person. It would also mean leaving his Goldtop behind and he was attached to the thing, having 


owned it since his teens, his first and still favorite ‘real' instrument. 


Another option was seeking Joe out in his suite of rooms-slash-den of iniquity to settle things, whatever that 
meant. Viv tried to picture himself shirtless and barefoot, in sleep pants like he was right then, trip-trapping 
through the darkened house like some rentboy who couldn't help himself. That had never been him. 


He stayed put and tried to think of other things till he managed to find sleep again. There was that crack in 
the wall by his mum's front door he needed to re-plaster. He should schedule his next dental appointment. For 
that matter, when was the last time he'd had a check-up with his GP? Being he'd turned 40 on his last 
birthday, he'd probably have to subject himself to the old finger-up-the-bum thing. Maybe he'd ask Joe about 
that, Viv snickered in the dark Now that they weren't on tour, he should consider traveling. But where? He'd 
always wanted to see Iceland, and it was said the locals there were unfazed by celebrity. He planned on doing a 
solo project soon, since Riverdogs seemed to be on permanent hiatus. He had roughed out two songs already, 


and parts of two others.. the ceiling beams faded as he fell back to sleep. 


Viv jumped awake to a loud knock on his door. The morning light told him he'd slept in pretty late. "Good 
morning, Viv!" Joe sang out through the door. "Rise and shine, breakfast is ready.’ 


In the middle of a huge yawn and stretch, Viv took a moment to answer, and Joe knocked again. "Be there in a 
minute,” he managed. "Kitchen?" 


"Yeah." The walls were too thick to hear footsteps, but Viv sensed that Joe had retreated. 


Taking his time dressing at first, purple button-down shirt, jeans, black leather belt, and trainers Viv caught a 
whiff of frying bacon. His stomach growled. How could he be so hungry after the plate of beefsteak Joe had 
plonked down in front of him the previous night? He hurried to finish shaving, only nicking himself once, and put 
in his earrings, which he could never sleep in, three hoops on each side. He tried not to look too closely; his 


face seemed to grow longer by the year, and that had nothing to do with his mood. 


Seated at the table already, dressed in black nylon sweatpants and a black-and-white tee-shirt, the rangy 
singer spoke with his mouth full, "G'on, siddown" 


Viv noted that his place was set a quarter of the way around the oval kitchen table from Joe this morning, 
rather than at the opposite end. Some sort of metal lid haphazardly covered his plate; he removed it to find an 
almost-full English breakfast: beans and toast, tomato, bacon and eggs, breakfast potatoes, only the usual 
sausages missing. Joe's version of veggie day? His one concession to middle age, ditching the sausages? Black 
sausage was disgusting anyway in Viv's opinion, and he didn't ask. "Thanks," he gestured at his plate as he sat 


down. 


"Mm-hm." Floor-to-ceiling sliding glass doors facing east backed Joe. Sunlight flooded in, bright enough that Viv 
had to squint. "Made coffee for you." 


A mug of it accompanied the food same as the previous day, black, which Viv doctored by pouring in plenty of 
sugar and cream. He suppressed a grin - those stupid song lyrics again. Joe must have written them 


deliberately to interject their presence into all kinds of everyday situations. 


"Sleep well?" Joe asked. His eyebrows were near black, not having been lightened in a while, probably not since 
the end of tour. The effect was all the more predatory, something Viv would learn to work or to deal with, he 
supposed. 


"Yeah, just fine. You spared no expense on comfortable beds." It was a gentle jibe. 


"Money was always tight, growing up. Had the same thin, lumpy mattress till | was sixteen. Then my mum 
decided the condition of it strained - or maybe stained - credulity, much less respectability." Joe pulled a face 
very much a posh, mortified English lady. 


Having met Joe's mum, Viv had to laugh as the lady herself was no-nonsense and down to earth. Likewise his 


dad - salt of the earth. "| wonder how they ever endured the shame of it when it went out with the bins." 


"By then | was wearing my trousers so tight, anyone could see what was caus--" 


"Fucking hell, Joe. Why are we talking about your balls over breakfast?" Let him try to explain that. 


An absolutely filthy look was cast his way, another dare to contradict. "Tradition" 


"Must be from before my time," Viv surmised. He gulped more coffee. 


"That's true. You never met Pete. He had the dirtiest mouth of any of us, and that's saying something. Also, a 


bad case of little man syndrome." 


"Really. | thought Phil won the prize for that." The second it came out of his mouth, Viv regretted saying that 
about Phil. He was such a gobshite! Even at his age, he sometimes still blurted whatever first and thought 
better of it later. So the man was ambitious, so what? Secondly, Viv only had a couple of inches - of height - 


on him. 


"So how do you feel about being second to him?" Joe asked in a wry tone. 


Well, that was just wrong. Viv retorted, "I'm not, though. Nor is he second to me. Everything is 'co~'. 
Musically... I'm certainly not inferior to him and he knows it. We both have things we're not bringing to the 
table with this band because they don't fit. td be happy to demonstrate any fucking time you're ready to hear 


what real heavy metal is. Phil, | think he's a budding bluesman. Anyway, | play mostly Steve's parts for the 


older songs, which you know damn well... you'd never call him second to Phil, would you?" 


“course not," grumbled Joe as if Viv had personally insulted him. "| didn't need a dissertation | was taking the 
piss." 


Fine. And don't be running to Phil with any of that. We have a fine arrangement. No need to ruffle feathers." 


Joe showed him his teeth, bracketed between the lines that ran down his cheeks when he smiled. "You seem a 


bit ruffled already. Guess I'm lucky to not have got my head ripped off” 


"Maybe we've both," Viv made a gesture to include both of them at the table, "mellowed with age." 


"So, Viv, when's the last time you got it on with a bloke?" 


Talk about taking the bull by the horns. Viv nearly jumped out of his chair. When he looked over it was Joe 
looking back at him, same Joe he'd been in a band with for over a decade now - how time flew! - cool as a 


proverbial cucumber. 


"Not my thing," he evaded. 


"Why not?" 


Reeling or not from the barrage of nosy questions, Viv replied with, "Some line of conversation to have over 


breakfast, don't you think?" - a variation on his previous protestation. 


Joe shrugged. "Good-a time as any. We've been not-talking-about-it for two days." 


‘| like women... I'm not gay." 


"Neither am |. You've heard of swinging both ways, haven't you?" 


"OF course | have. I'm not that either." 


"Really. Why are you always checking everyone out in the showers, eh?" 


"And you don't." Viv could hardly insult a man in his own house, but it seemed like a pot-kettle-black situation, 


as far as wandering eyes went. 


Joe just laughed. "But you're attracted to blokes, right?" 


"Maybe some, sometimes," Viv mumbled, just catching, again, the glint in Joe's eye as he stuffed a piece of 
toast in his mouth. Why was he being asked to define his orientation? The realization washed over Viv in cold 
adrenaline: yes, he was being propositioned. It wasn't just a suspicion now. This wasn't the alley behind a pub or 
something; they were on Joe's turf. The fact that something like this had been floating half-formed in his mind 
for a while now, a long while, formed from seemingly spontaneous touches and insignificant words became 


instantaneously irrelevant. 


He used to be a hot-head, and knew he was at least partially to blame for some of his previous bands cutting 
their losses by cutting him loose. The instinct to stand and fight rose up again. “Cut to the chase. Why am | 
here?" Viv asked bluntly. "Im not going to be your next plaything. I'm certainly not your equal in some 


respects, | mean look at this fucking palace you live in!" 


"Don't be daft! The studio will pay for itself and everything else, all of this," Joe assured him in a smooth 


voice. Too smooth. 


"Pay for me, too?" scoffed Viv. 


"No, dear." Dear? The fuck?! "We've got you for ourselves already." Viv wasn't entirely sure whether Joe was 
using a plural pronoun or one designated for royalty. It didn't sit well with him either way. But Joe went on, 
setting his silverware down and finally dropping from subtext into plain bald truth. "We wanted the best, and 
we got it. And.. | want you for myself. Me. And you. | mean, I've always thought you were fit. Is that so hard 
to believe?" Viv could hardly shake his head and nod at the same time. "I'd like to think that didn't influence my 
judgment. At the time, Phil didn't give two shits who we chose. Sav and Rick were not as shell-shocked, and 


frankly, they knew before | did. You joining the band, | mean, not... this. Somehow I've managed to fall in love 
with you, Viv." 


Joe exposed such openness and vulnerability, sitting there in his kitchen, that Viv almost felt bad about 
quashing such madness. "Oh you did not. Maybe you wanna shag me. That's hardly the same thing.’ 


"We're both old enough and been around enough to know the difference. Besides, I'll roll over for you if that's 
what you need" There was humor in Joe's face, eyebrows quirking, thin lips twitching, head tilted to the side in 
a childlike questioning gesture - and yet not with the kind of sarcasm that meant he was taking the piss. Viv 


would know. 


A battalion of pornographic images flooded in. Two men moaning in open-mouthed pleasure, shirtless, then 
naked, gleaming with sweat. One blond, one dark-haired, the details becoming more and more specific. Having 
seen photos of them onstage, his imagination already got a jump start. Joe towered over him, taking him down 
but then somehow, some way, offering himself. Leaning forward, Viv lowered his face into his open hands. 
Shock had cracked his facade, leaving a multitude of questions. He grasped at the first that had come to mind. 
Formulating words through a sludge of disbelief wasn't easy. "Wh-when? When did you.. feel it?" he asked 
through his fingers. He couldn't even look over at the person who apparently found him the most desirable 
human on the planet. It was too new. 


"It started." Joe paused for a second, considering. "Around the time we were touring Euphoria" 


The Euphoria tour had been long, all around the world for more than a year. Then they'd recorded X and 
toured it, too. And Viv had never had a clue. That spoke for Joe's acting skills and his own obliviousness, which 
had probably saved his career for a few years. What else didn't he know? "Why'd you wait this long to say 


something?" 


Again with the pause. To Viv, that meant Joe was withholding something. He had the right to, but Viv didn't 
have to like it. "| had to wait to.. disentangle myself." 


"What do you mean? You're not in a relationship.” After Joe had got divorced a decade before, he'd had more 


female companionship than one man could ever need, but it never lasted long. Such was rock'n'roll. 


"| was. For," Joe's eyes darted left while he calculated between blinks, "twenty-five or -six years. Off and on." 


Oh. 


OH. 


One of the others. Viv had suspected from early on that some of his bandmates pulled a bloke on a rare 
occasion - took one to know one, right? - although not each other. Apparently he'd been somewhat wrong 
about the ‘each other’ part. Couldn't be Phil; his tenure with Leppard was just over the twenty-two-year 
mark. Rick would have been too young at the beginning, so.. but.. "What about the." Viv began, raising his head. 


Joe had anticipated his combination question and answer. "Yes, yes." 


However unintentionally, Viv spoke over him, "blessed sacrament of holy matrimony scheduled to take place 
between Sav and the mother of his mini-Savs at the end of the summer?" He'd received his invitation to the 
event. Joe's was in plain view next to his land line phone, Viv suddenly realized. Heavy pale-pink paper and gilded 


letters in exquisite calligraphy. Had the placement been deliberate? 


"The upcoming nuptials. Very good. That's all but done, wrapped up with a pretty pink bow." Joe's lips rather 


twisted into a similar shade and shape, the vocal stress on the last three words particularly sardonic. 


"And a pink leash," Viv blurted. Maybe he shouldn't have said that. Now that he knew certain details, he agreed 
with Joe that it had been time to step... aside. 


"He likes that," Joe added a second later, looking semi-abashed that he'd let it slip. 


Viv smirked; he tried not to imagine it but wound up doing so anyway. "I'll bet he does." How had their 
conversation taken this turn now? Whatever he suspected, he'd never felt any real curiosity about his 
bandmates’ proclivities. Phil liked to regale him with ‘morning after‘ tales, not really caring whether Viv was 
listening or not. It wasn't to brag nor to gross Viv out, just Phil being Phil - he liked sex and liked to talk about 
it. Sav was obvious when he was about to hook up. One could read ‘boner’ on him across a football field, which 
had nothing to do with the state of his pants. He never discussed it afterwards, to Viv's relief. Typical uptight 
Brit. Rick used to pull by sharing his stash, very effective. Now that he was ‘recovered’, as people said, he had 
to rely on his looks and personality like the rest of them, but Viv hadn't given it much thought. As for their 


frontman, he never really heard or saw much besides flirting with the inevitable groupies, starlets, models and 


chick singers - meaning that whatever Joe had had ongoing with Sav was all behind firmly closed doors. 


H.. IF, something were to happen between himself and Joe, would he be allotted the same discretion, Viv 
wondered. That was secondary to did he want to be with Joe like that. He needed a smoke, and a day - make 


that a month - to wrap his brain around the concept. 


Clearing his throat, Joe went on, "But really, it's been over for a while." 


"What's a while?" Viv thought it fair that he should know just what sort of rebound situation he might be 
dealing with. 


"Erm," Joe shifted in his chair like a naughty schoolboy who'd been busted, "officially, though it was never 
official, three, four months. We'd been in a decline for a while now. We both knew it. He didn't want to let go, 


for security or old times’ sake or something." 


"Oh" Viv sighed. His stomach plummeted. "Sloppy seconds." He felt like he should have known. Not that it should 


matter. People had histories. 


"Don't be like that. None of us are exactly pristine." 


Didn't Viv know it? Not wanting to broach that topic, he shifted gears with another probing question. "Why 
would you think it's love? Until a few minutes ago, | had no clue you had feelings like that for me. At all" This 
was still weird as hell. He supposed he didn't want to be an arsehole about it, Joe mistaking whatever sort of 


itch he needed to scratch for love. 


"I know what | know. Look how we get on How we compose, improvise. After a while, whenever | looked at you, 


something.. moved inside me." 


Viv let out a short burst of laughter, pure nerves. "Jaysus Joe, why don't you just light some candles tell me 
I'm beautiful or something? Isn't that how it's done?" 


"Alright fine, bad choice of words. It's not just sex, Viv, if that's what you're thinking." He was far too old and 
experienced for the word ‘sex' from Joe's mouth to his ears to have such an affect, yet it was like dropping 


the F-bomb in church except instead of horror, Viv tingled all over with another rush of arousal. 


Joe must have felt how tense it had become in the room. He smiled crookedly and waved an expansive hand as 


if he could dissipate what had built up. "C'mon, it doesn't have to get weird. Let's go to the studio.” 


A little too late for that! Looking down at his plate, Viv saw he'd finished his breakfast. "Alright. | suppose 


you're needing some slave labor again, eh?" 


Joe stood up and collected both their plates. "You call that labor, sitting on your arse, fiddling with effects and 
all kinds of top-notch gear?" He glared down balefully, but it was fake. That didn't mean the hairs on Viv's 

arms and the back of his neck didn't stand up from the proximity. Though it was probably his imagination, he'd 
have sworn he could feel body heat against his arm and shoulder nearest to Joe. The man had always run hot. 
As for himself, his heart thudded too fast in his chest, just like all those years ago when he was about to get 


a little side action. 


"Too much stop-start, stop-start.” Viv put on another smirk and leaned back in the wooden chair. What was he 
even doing? His shirt was open several buttons and from where he was standing, Joe could easily gawk at his 


bulge. 


"You like the smooth action.." The glare went feral, sexual. No surprise. 


“Sometimes.” Not willing to back down, Viv stared up, licked the salt from breakfast from his lips. 


"You've got baggage, huh?" Joe queried in his next breath. 


"You've no idea" Viv had to admit that their leader was very good at reading people, though he really didn't 
want the skill used on him. 


"Well, we all do. You can tell me, y'know, like if you ever wanna talk about it" Viv shook his head. "Okay then, | 
won't fish for it, Viv. | have the feeling that if you got backed into corner, it might get ugly. I'd never want 
that" 


Neither did Viv. With Joe standing over him, he took too long to follow up with either a warning or additional 
suggestive sally. 


Tipping his chin, Joe turned with a swish of his bleached-blond mane and walked away to set the dishes in the 
kitchen sink, his contribution to clean-up Viv assumed. Then he took a couple of trips back and forth from 
stove to sink to gather up the various frying pans, humming as he did so. The melody seemed familiar, but Viv 
couldn't quite place it. 


"What is that?" he finally asked. 


"Waterloo Sunset." 


"Right, of course." It was one of Joe's - many - favorites. 


"Was thinking our next album should be all covers." 


"Huh. Do you think that's commercially viable?" Viv wondered aloud. 


‘Guess we'll find out. The diehards'll buy it. Shit, we could release an album of our bodily functions and they'd 
fucking buy it” 


In spite of himself, Viv had to grin in agreement. People were strange. Himself included. "How about some Thin 
Lizzy?" he suggested, got a ‘maybe’ sort of shrug in response. He waited a moment, gathered the used 
flatware and mugs, took them to the kitchen, then trailed after the singer to the studio. The ‘not get weird’ 
couldn't be undone in five minutes but he'd feel better with his guitar in his hands. Joe seemed to know 


exactly where Viv was at in regard to the bomb he'd just dropped: not quite there yet. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Wow, | didn't really expect it to go here, and then there. And we're still WIP. Maybe I'll finish it by 2025, 


"Viv.. Viv! What are you doing out here?!" Joe's voice hailed from far away, like an echo, then closer. 


He was floating in darkness, gradually getting brighter and heavier. When Viv realized he was standing up and 
his feet were freezing, he opened his eyes and could barely believe them. Expecting to be inside his designated 
room at Joe's, he was startled to see he was outdoors. They must be on some portion of Joe's property he 
hadn't been shown yet, surrounded on three sides by close-set evergreen trees. The sun was well up. No 


misty fog or chirping birds greeted him like they would have in the early hours of the morning. 


"I. | don't know," Viv croaked. Sleep-walking?! He hadn't done that since he'd been a very young lad. Blinking 
blearily, he asked, "What time is it?" His voice sounded slow and stupid to his own ears. 


Joe, hair a mess, a striped knee-length bathrobe and flip-flops all flapping about, stared at him like he was 
cracked. "Just gone nine. The door of your room was wide open, as was the side door." Viv didn't even know 


about a side door. 


‘Oh. Sorry." Thank fuck he'd worn at least some clothes to bed, royal blue football shorts from one of their 


exhibition games and an old Rainbow tee. 


"Let's get you inside." Slowly, each step measured, Joe approached like he might freak out, arm held in a 
position that projected that he meant to wrap it around Viv's shoulders. 


At that moment Viv felt his heart thundering under his chest wall. The simple gesture spoke volumes. They 
were alone, and Viv was in need. "Yes, aye, okay," he agreed, adding, "I'm fucking freezing!" His teeth were 
chattering. They both looked down at Viv's feet, bare in the grass still wet with morning dew. "I'm sure.. I'd 
carry you but I'd probably drop yeh or throw my back out again" Joe's seriousness didn't go unnoticed 


"Yeah thanks, mate." By then, Joe had completed the move he'd telegraphed. The warmth of his arm and his 
body wasn't exactly unwelcome, but Viv still hurried back to the house as fast as he could without falling on 
his arse on the slippery grass. 


"What was that about?" Joe asked as they walked. "You wandering around, fast asleep?" 


Shivering, Viv had to stop between words at times. "Dunno. | used to do it when | was a kid. Some people say 


stress can cause it, or a nervous system malfunction, or nothing at all." For now, he decided he was going to 


shrug it off and pray to whatever deity might be out there that it never happened again. "I'm hoping it's just 


a one-off." 


"Same here. | woke up and it felt like something was off. Like the place was too empty, you know?" The singer's 
face.. by now, Viv knew what that look meant. Desire. It didn't seem to matter that they were the same 


gender, a spark flared in his chest in response to someone he respected and even sorta liked, wanting him. 


The white-and-glass house came into view as they rounded the end of the tree row and they made for the 
end of it rather than the portico, which was central. There was indeed a door on that side, closed now, through 
which Joe let them in and locked behind him. His soles adjusting to a warmer temperature underfoot, Viv stil 
couldn't stop the clacking of his teeth. His nose was running. Lovely. In less than thirty steps from entering the 
house, they stood before Viv's door. "You've got your own of course, but, uh.. Why don't you come use the 


shower in my wing. It's huge. If you want!" Joe added. "No pressure. But either way you need to warm up, you 


got chilled to the bone." 


Seemed to Viv like he couldn't form one word with his mouth. He was still cold as hell. His body decided for 
him: he nodded. 


A fleeting expression of victory washed over Joe's face. He gestured the direction unnecessarily and they 
reached his series of rooms within a minute or two. Intent on warming up, Viv didn't get more than the 
impression of the airy spaces with white walls and light-colored furnishings, a far cry from the literal 
mancave he'd envisioned. His still-bare feet slapped against the tiles in the bathroom, where Joe stood in front 


of the clear glass shower stall, adjusting the water. Steam was already rising. 
"Er... so you think you'll be alright in here by yourself?" Those fucking words, casual. Viv heard the invitation. 


His arms were tightly wrapped around himself as he said, "I don't need your help. But | might like it" Like his 


Nan used to say, in for a penny, in for a pound. 


"Oh!" Joe must have been expecting still more resistance, as surprised as he seemed. As typical, he recovered 
quickly. "Good, then. You seemed a bit wooden. From the cold. Don't want you to slip." 


"Maybe its you who's... stiff" Not maybe. Viv could see that much when Joe, robe untied, turned to the side. 

He let his sleeping shorts slither down his legs to the floor, flung his tee-shirt off and stood totally naked for 
a moment before brushing past the taller man and his humongous, dimpled grin into the shower. Hot water hit 
from three sides and he groaned blissfully at the warmth penetrating his skin. 


A body came up behind him. Viv immediately turned around to stare up at his host. Now more than ever, he 
felt the difference in their physical forms, and how Joe was inspecting him. “Alright, here | am now. There are 
certain things | can't do. But plenty | will." He felt the need to announce it, at least, to have a toe-hold on 


whatever was about to happen. 


"That's fine. For now, let me wash you while you heat up." ‘Heat' and ‘up' were already in the mix. Viv let his 
eyes run over the long golden masculine form near him, endless legs, a torso nearly as hairy as his but much 
lighter in color. Years of after-gig showers meant he wasn't too surprised by the equipment between Joe's 
thighs, but he'd not seen it like that before, purple and upright. Be it the warmth or sheer sexual magnetism 
Joe exuded, Viv was starting to chub up. Suddenly he wanted those hands all over him. 


That's exactly what he got. Strong and inquisitive fingers and palms slick with shower gel glided across his 
chest and moved on to his arms, back, and cautiously worked their way down. Viv didn't know why he stood 


still for it, but he couldn't seem to move away. Taking it slowly, Joe hummed as he worked. 


If Viv expected a similar quick and dirty experience like those alleyway blowjobs and handjobs in what was 
beginning to feel like a past life, he was mistaken. It was... romantic. But it wasn't like being with a woman, 


either, and not only because of his partner's unavoidable physique. 


A hand skidded down his side and detoured into the median to cradle his balls. So that was a yes. At the same 


time, Viv uttered the same word. 


Neither of them spoke again till Joe rinsed the lather off his hands and took Viv's face between his palms. 
"Look at you. Cheekbones like knives. Or like rocky crags of cliffs overlooking the turbulent blue sea.. Granite," 


Joe whispered. 

"So what are you saying, that l'm grey and speckled?" 

"No, yeh wanker! You're strong. Resilient.” 

"Better be, if." The rest stuck in Viv's throat when Joe's thumbs glided over his cheekbones. 


If he was going to do it, if this was going to be a thing, then he had to reciprocate. It wasn't that Viv didn't 
want to. Joe was a man that anyone in their right mind would attracted to, confident and outgoing. He knew his 
craft, his history. And physically he drew people with his warmth and.. size. But Viv was an Irishman, as 
passionate as people of Latin blood more commonly had a reputation for. Next thing he knew, his hands 
bracketed Joe's face. He had to reach up, yes, but there was something that would level them. If they were 
compatible. He tilted his head back, his own invitation, pulled a little, watched the other man's face come 
inexorably closer till their lips met as easily as they ever had during any half-remembered drinking game or 


on-stage dare. 


It felt good to show affection, he never really got enough of that. Viv let his hands roam everywhere, too. In 
some sense it was strange to be with someone that much taller and heavier than himself, but he liked it. 
Feeling each other out turned into grabbing and grinding, Joe's feet wide apart to accommodate the height 
difference. Maybe too wide. He almost slipped, and then Viv did, too, trying to keep his bandmate from doing 
the splits. They managed to right themselves, giggling. 


"Maybe we should..?" Joe began, raising an eyebrow, for the first time handing the reins to Viv. 


He had no trouble deciding. "Hand jobs. Basic but effective." No imbalance of power, no one gagging, quick and 
easy. This time he reached for the shower gel. "Okay with you?" he asked. 


"Fuck yeah!" Joe hissed when Viv's fingers first curled around his upright erection, which surged within his fist. 


Using speed and a grip not so different than when he plied his own hand on himself, Viv took his cues to tease 
Joe to within an inch - or nine - of his life, but it couldn't go on forever. He relished the demanding nature 
their singer couldn't suppress, the heft of his hard cock, and all the little growls and writhes, even standing up. 
His control slipped little by little as he was worked toward explosion, too. Joe wrapped a long arm around his 
shoulders almost like when they shared a mike, their faces touching, only now their hands were down between 


them and rubbing, stroking. 


Without much warning, Viv was consumed by the rush of his orgasm. Eyes lidded to slits, Joe peered down at 
him, just waiting for him to give it up. The roil in his balls needed out, needed to be released so damned bad. He 
watched helplessly as his essence spurted onto Joe's hip and ran down the singer's long thigh. Their combined 
moans rose with the steam, making a fine harmony of release. Viv's grip went slack during the aftershocks but 
it didn't matter much - Joe wrapped his fingers around Viv's fist and wanked through the pressure. At the 
end, Viv wiggled his thumb free and ran it around the smooth purple head till Joe was pumping with obscene 
precision through their self-made fleshlight. White warmth spattered and caught in the black hairs on his 
chest and belly. "Frosting," he blurted out the first word that came to mind. 


"Dick!" Joe apparently returned the word association 
More giggles amidst further clean-up, turning off the water, and drying off. 


"Letts go back to bed, Viv. | want some action. The real deal” Joe asserted before silence set in to oppress 


them. 


‘Now what did | say about that, eh?" Viv toweled some of the water from his hair. "Assuming you meant back 


to bed, together." 


"There's more than one way to do it," Joe chortled "Must | announce the position every time? That'll get 
interesting backstage." 


More than anything, the little throwaway remark told Viv it was going to be a long-term thing, or whatever 
passed for it in their world. That was, if he had the mettle, nay, the balls to hold his own and a little bit more 


with this man who was now crowding his space. 


In Joe's bed, under the covers, not caring about wet pillow cases or other minor domestic gaffs, lazy and 
lackadaisical from the intense rush, they lay side by side staring up at the ceiling, sharing a cigarette, then 
two. After all, at their ages they weren't going to get it up again for a few minutes at least. "I'm surprised 


you smoke in the house," Viv remarked into the relative silence. The quiet lay around the house like a heavy 


blanket, he'd noticed. Not at all like Dublin, proper. 
"I keep trying to quit. Old habits die hard. 


Viv grunted and dragged harder than necessary. The shower had warmed him up, but he finally felt all the 


way warm now, content and zoned out. 


A long pause followed, laden with fretful anticipation. "So, er.. what sorts of things do you like... sexually?" Joe 


asked, drawing out the words. 


Viv found the question hilarious. "Oh you know. Fucking. Blow jobs. That sort of thing." He tried for matter of 
fact but couldn't stop himself from laughing through the last few words and beyond. 


‘Let me try it another way." Viv didn't see it but could pretty much hear the eyeroll. "It's the end of the 


world. You can have five last.. acts, or like, scenarios before you die. What would they be?" 


Oh lord. What were they, teenagers playing truth or dare? Viv decided to bait him a little more. "lm about to 


die and you expect me to want sex, much less get hard for it?" 

"You're a such a cunt!" 

"No, you are!" They both knew Viv was referring to the position Joe had suggested before. 
"Just answer the question!" 

"Fine... gimme a second" Viv gathered his thoughts. "Alright. Fucking--" 


"Too general. What positions?" Joe rolled to his side, getting up on his elbow. His hair, which has grown out 


since its shearing around the time they'd recorded Euphoria, was a blond-streaked disaster area. 


And Viv couldn't look away, trapped by the demanding persona. "Well honestly! Missionary, | suppose; doggy 


style-—" 


"Wait. Who's topping?” Joe cut him off again. 

"Me! Hello. You gonna let me finish?" He got no protests, just a noise that clearly translated ‘get on with it. 
"Getting sucked off. Being ridden. Uh.." It seemed too juvenile. Okay, so maybe his sex life had been extremely 
vanilla. 


"What, no rimming?" 


Rather than turn it into another joke, Viv chose instead to turn the tables. "You go in for that?" 


"Fuck yeah." Joe's eyes were practically glowing, and it wasn't even dark. "You don't?" 
"I've never." 
"Wot?!" The intonation and expression were pure shock. 


"What, what? You find it weird that I've lived my life up to this point without licking another person's 


arsehole?" 
"Well, kind of. Yeah. But Viv, what if someone wanted to lick yours?" 
"Fuck's sake, | wouldn't wish that on anyone." 


"Well then, consider it my one wish for the near future," Joe said, snagging the cigarette out of Viv's right 
hand with his left before flopping back down on the mattress. 


"Oh Jaysus, I'd have to shave for five hours first.” 

Joe laughed at that. "I wouldn't stop you. Maybe I'd even watch." 

"That'd be quite a shit-show," Viv laid it on thick, turning his head to see if he could gross Joe out and thus, 
get him to drop the subject. The whole idea of being so vulnerable with his body in front of another person 
made him uncomfortable. 


No cringing or grimacing was to be seen "I promise, you wouldn't regret it," the singer promised. 


"It sounds like the first step down the garden path," Viv countered. He understood the desire, intellectually, but 
the reality? 


"Would that be so bad? Besides, I'd say you're already at least halfway from the garden to the forest. But | 
ain't gonna beg you, baby. Not for that or anything." 


"Mmph" No use committing to it, if he doubted his ability to see it through. 

"Why not, Viv? What's your damage? Mind you, l'm serious. If a bloke like me can take a dick, surely...” 
"Well for one thing, there's that billy club that you're swinging.’ 

"Never saw that as hindrance. I'm aware, so | try extra-hard to make things good for whoever I'm with." 


"Extra hard. | noticed. Can't even imagine what you must have been like when you were twenty." 


"Ask Sav." It was one of those things that popped out of Joe's mouth without thought - Viv could see it on his 
face, which had turned pink. "Oh fuck, l'm sorry. No, don't ask.. unless you want to, | can't stop you, obviously." 


"No, | will not ask him. Not in this lifetime." Viv sat up, suddenly aware of his nudity, which was odd, 
considering. He started, "Maybe | should go.." at the same time Joe said plaintively, "Don't go... please." He 
reached over, paused before he actually touched Viv, but then his hand landed haphazardly on Viv's upper arm. 


It took everything in him not to brush it away, snap a reply, get up and leave. He sucked in a couple of deep 
breaths and blew them out, pushing aside the weirdness. Likely it would happen again, but Joe wasn't 
deliberately trying to hurt him, it was just part of his back-story, Viv knew this. And he had his own. Maybe 
it was time to unburden himself. Then Joe could run away screaming if he wanted, or rather, throw Viv out on 


his arse. 


"| forgive you. Try to.. try not to bring that up all the time, alright? I'm not jealous. It's just.. weird. TMI weird. 
Like figuring out your parents had sex." 


Beside him, Joe snorted with laughter and then hushed himself. "Sorry!" he repeated. 


"Yeah well, don't expect me to call you Daddy." Viv took another deep breath. "You asked what happened to me. 
I've never told anyone. It might be TMI again but-" 


"Yes," Joe cut in. Viv hadn't really even asked yet, if he should spill his guts. "| want to know, and then maybe 
you can get past it" He paused to clear his throat, eyes fixed on Viv's, maybe debating his next request. 
Direct as usual, Joe asked, "Can | hold you while you tell it? Or is that too much?" 


Note: The purpose of this is not to show Joe in a bad light. It's to demonstrate how sometimes people slip up 
regardless of their feelings and)or good intentions. And its fiction 


